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Take Your Chances 


Author's Notes: 
Title comes from Owner of a Lonely Heart by Yes, as that's what was playing while | was editing this. 


I've always heard 'V-card' being used to mean ‘virginity’ [both in the sexual way, and referencing a new 
experience-such as first time drinking, painting, baking, etc], but if it means something else in a different 
culture please do let me know, and I'll fix it right away! | did do some research, but found nothing aside from 


an urban dictionary article with the same definition 


This was meant to be for the 2020 Ficmas challenge, but I'm not sure who submitted it. [lm so sorry] 


| was extremely late in getting this out due to IRL things, but | think m finally happy with it~. | couldn't figure 


out how to end it, but | think this works. It was fun to write for a band | haven't visited in years, and write a 
pairing | had never thought to use! 


| haven't written anything involving Def Leppard since the early 2010's. Please forgive me if my 


characterizations are shaky. 
This was a really fun challenge, thanks for submitting the prompt! 


Hope you enjoy the Leppard play time, and merry [late] Ficmas~. 


"Where is everyone?" Rick asked as he settled himself on the sofa next to Sav, who had been watching a soap 


opera with a bowl of cereal. 


"Joe an Steve left to get groceries, Pete stayed with his girlfriend" Sav didn't shift his attention from the ty. 
"Happy birthday, you're a man now. Your gift will be here tomorrow, | had to special order it" The words 


might have come off as sarcastic or dismissive if he wasn't so absorbed in the drama playing out on the ty. 


"IFs all good. Mum and dad are giving me my presents tomorrow, too.” Patiently Rick sat beside his friend, 
waiting for the show to end. Normally he was not a patient person, but he was making an exception. It wasn't 


often he and Sav had time alone together to just hang out and enjoy each other's company. 


Sav's focus shifted to Rick once a commercial break interrupted the program. "Why're you even in here?" 
After setting his nearly empty bowl on the coffee table Sav wiped his mouth with his shirt sleeve. "Like, no 
offense or anything, but | know you don't like watching this shit," he gave a slight nod toward the tv. "Besides, 
it's." briefly Sav's attention was cast toward a clock on the wall. "ten in the morning. Aren't you usually still in 


bed?" 


"Couldn't sleep. Too excited, y'know? The big one-eight. | can finally buy beer and cigarettes and not beg you or 
Joe to do it," Rick grinned. "Did you do anything fun for your eighteenth?" 


"Yeah, Pete and Joe took me out for my first beer. | was supposed to see my girlfriend, but she decided 
visiting London with her sister would be more fun She made it up to me the following weekend, though." 


"l'm sure the wait made it worth it, yeah?" The sexual connotation was impossible to miss. 


"ahh... yeah." Sav quickly diverted his gaze back to the tv. Rick found it quite odd that his friend's reaction to 
the subject of sex was so.. dismissive. They had never properly discussed the subject, so he chalked it up to 


his bassist being shy. 


I'd probably get somethin’ right now, but the girl I'd been seeing dumped me last week for some exchange 
student from France. | suppose that's what | get for not having a fancy accent, yeah?" Rick gave a dramatic 
eye roll for comedic effect, as if to say women, right? "At least a mutual friend of Pete's offered to give me 


something for my birthday, if y'get what | mean" 
Sav didn't reply past a quiet hum of acknowledgement. 


Rick hesitated a moment. "You know.. everyone else is gone. If you're interested in standing in for him, we 


could." he let the sentence trail off, leaving it up to Sav to decide where things might or might not go. 


Sav's attention shifted back to his friend, and a light flush crossed his features. "|.. uhh.." he stammered. "| 
don't--" Rick's signature playful smile offered some sort of comfort, but tension still hung in the air. 


"Hey, no worries! | get it, you don't swing that way. No big deal" He patted his bandmate's knee in a friendly 


manner. "| won't hit on you anymore, promise." 
"N-ro, it's.. its not that," Sav quickly stammered. "I just.. never.” 


He was a virgin? The idea of fixing that flashed through Rick's mind. Sav was the last person he would have 

guessed was untouched; even Steve had already lost his V-card, for fucks’ sake. If his bassist was lying, Rick 
would've been able to see through him right away. He knew he had to react quick or Sav might feel as if he 
was being judged, and any chance of getting his hands on the pretty man beside him would be shot. 


Rick's response was straight faced and serious as could be. "Dude.. how.. how do you get to be nearly twenty- 
one without getting laid?" Not so smooth at all. He probably should've offered something more encouraging or 
supportive. Oh well. 


"Oh, thanks! Now | feel even more like a loser than | already did!" Sav buried his face in his hands and groaned. 
It was already a tricky subject for him, and now Rick had to go rub it in. He could barely think straight, let 


alone turn those thoughts into proper words. 


"Oh. uhh..." it was the younger musician's turn to stammer. He wasn't sure how to fix his mistake. Any praise 
or compliments would likely not be taken as honesty. ".my offer's still on the table. All y'gotta do is say the 


word and l'm yours." 


"And what? You stick your cock in my ass? | might not have any experience, but | definitely know l'm not into 
pain," Sav said defensively, voice slightly muffled from his hands. 


‘Its way more pleasurable than you think” Rick tried to pull Sav's hands away, and found himself pleasantly 
surprised when the bassist didn't resist. "but we could just stick to handjobs or blowjobs? ..do you.. at least 
have experience with that?" 


Sav resisted the urge to hide his face again. He couldn't deny that the thought of Rick's pretty mouth around 
his cock would be quite the sight to see. He had considered asking if he swung that way in the past, but 
quickly tossed the idea aside. Even if the legal age was sixteen, Sav felt sick when he thought on it for too long. 
At least at eighteen it made their near three year age gap slightly less awkward. 


no," Sav finally answered after what had felt like a century. "l. | dont have any experience.” Aside from his 
own hand, but he figured that was obvious. 


"Well then." Rick's signature playful grin made a reappearance. "How about | blow you first? Give you an idea 
of what to do for me afterwards." There was a chance Sav would end up not liking the idea of sucking cock 
once he was clear headed, but it was a risk Rick was willing to take. After all, he enjoyed giving just as much 
as taking. 


Sav could feel his breath catch in his chest at the suggestion. His pajama pants had become so much tighter, 
and there would be no chance at hiding his erection thanks to the thin material. Was he dreaming, he 
wondered? Would he wake up on the sofa frustrated and with a mess to clean up? Ohh dear god, he hoped not. 


Lord help him if anyone found him in a state like that! 


When his bandmate had not immediately responded, Rick grew concerned he may have overstepped an invisible 


bou ndary. "You okay?" 


"yes," Sav quickly answered after shaking his head, ridding himself of the silly worry. ".sorry, | just--" he 


stammered shyly. ".wondering if lim dreaming." 
‘| assure you this ain't a dream, luv," Rick chuckled. 


The reassurance was all Sav needed. Before he could second guess himself he had adjusted his position upon 
the sofa so he could lean against the far arm. It would be easier for Rick to lay upon the cushions rather than 


kneel upon the floor, right? 


While he was tempted to take Sav's actions as consent, Rick didn't dare. "You're sure you want this?" He asked, 
gaze drifting down to the considerable bulge between the bassist's thighs. The cotton material didn't leave 
much to the imagination at all, and he clearly wasn't wearing anything underneath them. "| dunno if you're 
familiar on the whole consent thing, but arousal doesn't mean you have to say ‘yes'." Back up his attention 


went, To once more resume eye contact. 


"Yeah, I'm sure." Sav hoped he didn't sound just as eager as he felt. "How.. how should we do this?" Another 
wave of embarrassment crashed down upon him as he noticed just where Rick's gaze had settled And now he 
couldn't help but wonder if his bandmate would find his size inadequate. Sav liked to think he was average at 
the least, maybe even a bit bigger. But would smaller be easier to go down on? Porn stars always made it look 


so damn easy. 


"Well." Rick moved a bit of hair out from his eyes. "I usually like to do a bit of kissing first, y'know? Not just.. 
jump right into it. At least, when I've got enough time to spare." Would that be over stepping? Kissing was 
usually seen as something reserved for people in a relationship, since it could create a potentially unwanted 


romantic bond. At least, that was what he had been told by a few girls he had, had flings with. 


"But | dunno how long we're gonna have alone," Rick quickly added. He fixed his gaze to the clock Sav had 
checked not too long ago. If they were lucky they'd have an hour tops. 


"oh... Sav nervously shifted, trying to get comfortable. "| don't mind kissing," he offered. "I mean, it's the one 
thing | do have experience with." 


"You sure?" Rick was quick to ask. "I'm not tryin’ to talk you out of it or anything, | just wanna know you're 


totally okay with this, y'know? Consent, and all that." 


lm okay with it" Sav's voice held the smallest, most delicate thread of impatience. While he understood Rick's 


reasoning, he didn't care much for being asked the same thing over and over. 


"Okay, okay. But if at any time you change your mind, that's totally cool. We can stop, no hurt feelings and no 
problems." Rick adjusted his own position so that he could straddle Sav's hips. The older boy's erection pressed 
firmly up against his ass, and Rick resisted the urge to wriggle. He did, however, relish the soft gasp he 


received. 


With more confidence than Rick wouldve imagined Sav possessed, he was pulled down into a wonderfully gentle 
kiss. His bandmate's several day growth felt itchy against Rick's face, and for a moment he wondered just 


what it would feel like between his thighs.. 


When they finally parted Rick adjusted his position so he could instead sit on Sav's thighs. "I'd like to continue 
that but, y'know, limited time." His focus trailed back down to his bandmate's restrained cock, and Rick couldn't 
help the evil little grin that crossed his lips. Right along that impressive bulge was the smallest damp patch. 


"So needy," Rick said with a quiet hum. "Can't say | blame you." Without another word he hooked his fingers 
into Sav's pajama pants and pulled them down. The bassist's cock sprang forth, the heated flesh dusted a 
pretty shade of red, the tip glistening with fresh precome. Briefly he wondered just what it would feel like to 
have that lovely cock buried deep within him. Would Sav take control? Or would he be submissive? 


With a sly predatory grin, Rick leaned down and flicked his tongue along the slit, lapping up a fresh bead of 
precome. The flushed erection before him pulsed softly, and he had to resist going all out so early. 


The first touch was electric, and Sav's breath caught within his chest. Nails dug into the sofa cushions and he 
involuntarily arched upwards, eager for more. While he wanted so desperately to keep his eyes open, Sav could 
barely think, let alone focus his vision. Rick's tongue flickered along his tip once again, and the bassist bit his 
bottom lip in an attempt to keep quiet. 


Taking his bandmate's reaction as positive, Rick shifted back a bit further. "Part your thighs so | can sit 
between them and get your pants off you," he urged gently. "You'll be more comfortable." Thankfully Sav 
followed the gentle demand with no complaints. Rick was careful to drop the article of clothing on the arm of 
the sofa behind himself, so it would be easily accessible. Always best to be prepared for unexpected company 


and roommates. 


Once he was properly settled between Sav's thighs, Rick eagerly took the head of the pretty erection he had 
been teasing between his lips. His tongue traced along the sensitive slit and pressed against it on occasion. The 
responses he received were so delicious; a quiet groan and an involuntarily lift of hips. Not much, but they had 


just barely begun. 


When he was sure Sav was ready for more attention, Rick pulled away. 
He took hold of hs bandmate's stiff cock and gave a few proper, full strokes. "No more teasing, this is the real 


thing. You're welcome to guide me if you feel the desire. Just don't shove me down without warning.” 


Sav could only offer a soft hum of acknowledgement. Words were difficult, and even if he could recall how to 
speak right at that moment, he wasn't even sure of what the younger man who shared his name was 


expecting to hear. 


Back down Rick went, giving the underside a long pass with his tongue, base to tip. A quick flick along the slit to 
catch a fresh drop of precome, and he was finally taking every bit of Sav's softly pulsing, heated cock in. As 
he swallowed around it, he teasingly massaged the base with his fingers. While he wasn't able to stay down for 
as long as he would have wished, Rick knew it was enough to give his bassist something truly wonderful to 


remember. 


Rather than overwhelm Sav with several new sensations, Rick chose to go relatively slow. He offered the glans 
and underside just below it the most attention - sucking, tongue flicking, and drawing nonsensical patterns. What 


his mouth wasn't worshiping, he chose to slowly stroke. A loose grip going down, but tightening going upwards. 


Every time he managed to find an exceptionally sensitive spot, Rick was rewarded with a needy groan. Those 
were wonderful, but he wanted more. He wanted to hear Sav gasp, pant, and cry out in ecstasy. He wanted so 
desperately to hear his own name fall from Sav's lips, and he so desperately wanted to hear just what he 
might offer as he came. Would he give deep, thundering growls that rivaled his bass? Or would they be soft 


moans that could pass for singing? 


His current actions weren't giving him the results he wanted. Rather than going the route of assuming he 


wasn't doing enough, Rick went the opposite, and assumed Sav was shy and nervous. There was only one way 


to fix it. 


It was risky, but Rick was dead set on both making Sav's first time as memorable as possible, and coaxing 
more from his lips. With just how leaky his bassist was, Rick had more than enough natural lubricant to scoop 
up with his free hand, especially when paired with his own excess saliva Slowly he traced his bandmate's 
entrance with his index finger. The initial contact was favorable, earning him a quiet gasp. Had the reaction not 


been well received, he most definitely wouldn't have proceeded. 


Only when he was sure Sav was relaxed enough did Rick push in. It took a few moments, but he easily found 
his prostate. In response, Sav could've sworn he saw stars! White hot sparks exploded behind his eyes, deep 
within his belly, and rushed downward, 


What Sav wanted to say was ‘what the fuck was that?; but what he managed was only the single expletive. The 
immense surge of pleasure was all it took to push him over that brink He knew he should have warned Rick as 
it was the polite thing to do, but that wonderfully talented mouth paired with whatever the fuck that finger 
was doing left Sav paralyzed. 


Wave after wave of pure ecstasy washed over him in time with the pulsing from his cock, and Sav's hips rose 
and fell of their own accord. 


With his mind still hazy from the over powering orgasm, Sav could do nothing more than gaze downward with 
lust hazy, heavy eyelids. Watching Rick greedily swallow all he had to offer was a sight he knew he would never 
forget. When the attention became too much Sav did his best to push his drummer away with an unsteady 
hand. 


"Fucking Christ." Sav wanted to say more. He wanted to shout his praises, his thanks, and maybe even ask Rick 
what the fuck he was doing with his fingers, but he couldn't manage anything else. 


"Good?" Rick asked, signature cheeky grin swapped for a sly, prideful smirk. The sight of Sav laying back and 
basking in the wonderful orgasm he had been gifted was wonderful, but he felt a burning need both between 
his thighs and in the pit of his stomach. "Still feel up to returning the favor?" 


"Very good" As the aftershocks of his powerful orgasm began to fade, Sav finally gave a very content, and 
very heavy sigh. His immediate response didn't upset Rick, he understood his bandmate was likely still trying to 
process just what had happened. 


"Can l.. just jerk you off?" Sav's tone held an element of uneasiness. More from the fear of disappointing, Rick 
assumed. "| honestly dumo if I'm ready to suck a cock" He brought a hand up to rub at his own cheek, 
"besides, I'm sure this can't possibly feel good on you." 


"| said | wouldn't push you into anything, remember?" Rick patted Sav's fuzzy thigh affectionately. "We'll go as 


far as you want. There's no pressure here." 


"Yeah, but--" Sav tried to argue, but was silenced with a kiss. He could faintly taste himself upon his 
bandmate's lips, and wasn't sure if he should find it erotic or disgusting. 


"Hope you don't mind, but I'd like to sit on your waist while you touch me." Rick's erection tented his flannel 


pants so obscenely, precome soaking the front. Sav couldn't help but stare. 


"Ohh.. y-yeah," he stammered. "Less chance of staining the sofa, yeah?" Sav was still staring, but Rick didn't 


care to call him out on it. 


"Mmhm. You get the idea" After tugging down his own pants Rick settled himself upon his bassist. Mentally he 


was screaming for Sav to get on with it and touch him, but dared not to say a single word. 


Sav felt his breath hitch once more. The only time he had ever seen another person's cock was in the locker 
room, and even then they had never been hard. Hesitantly he took hold of the his friend's gently pulsing 
erection and gave it a single, slow, full stroke. In response Rick groaned quietly, his hips pushing forward on 


reflex. 


Initially it seemed almost as if Sav was afraid to touch him. Amusing, given they had the same damned 
equipment. Rick remained silent on the matter, content to let his friend explore and touch him as he saw fit. He 
thoroughly believed that a good handjob included both hands, and lucky for him his bassist seemed to think so, 


as well. Sav's free hand came up to cup his balls, and Rick's breath hitched. 


As he grew more confident, Sav put more effort into his attention; thumb gliding over the sensitive tip and 
grip tightening with every upstroke. Had he not been so lust hazed, Rick might have wondered if that was how 
his bandmate took care of himself. 


When Sav finally fell into a proper rhythm, Rick found himself involuntarily rocking his hips in time ever so 
slightly. The bassist had added more attention, swiping his thumb along the highly sensitive glans to wipe away 
the fresh precome every few strokes. Normally he wasn't the overly vocal type, but with everything he was 


being offered, Rick couldn't resist a quiet groan, and the occasional expletive. 


"Ohh, fuck," Rick hissed, head tilted back. He was getting close, and he couldn't think straight to save his god 
damned life. His cock throbbed and pulsed with his rapid heartbeat, but thankfully Sav was smart enough to 


know. 


"Come for me," Sav urged quietly. He had seen enough amateur porn to know people found it encouraging, and 
only hoped Rick did as well. He didn't have to wait long to find out, as his younger bandmate gave a low, quiet 
groan as he rocked his hips in time with Sav's hand. Despite knowing it wouldn't be too much longer, Sav had 
nothing prepared. He found himself lucky that Rick wasn't like the pornstars who could shoot several feet, and 
instead managed to only get it on the shirt he was wearing. Much like he would do to himself, Sav began 


slowing his strokes after the first shot, but continued to milk Rick for all he was worth. 


"I think | can ask you the same question, now," said Sav with an amused hum. "Feel better? Sure seems like you 
do." He released his hold and used his shirt to clean Rick's softening cock. ".by the way, the thing you did with 
your fingers, what the fuck was that all about?" 


"Mmhh.. definitely. I'll consider this your birthday present to me." Rick chuckled softly at the follow up 
question. "Just a little trick a friend taught me," he said while pulling up his pajama pants. "I can teach you that 
and so much more, if you're interested" Down he leaned to steal a quick kiss. "But that'll have to wait for 
another time, ‘cause | hear someone outside." Rick was up and dashing off to his own room before Sav could 


react, leaving the bassist scrambling for his own pajama pants. 


Luck was on Sav's side, as he managed to make himself decent and ‘accidentally’ spill what was left of his 
cereal in the process. He needed a valid reason to add the shirt he had washed that morning in with the dirty 


laundry. What better way than to use it to clean up spilled milk? 


"Is Rick up yet?" Joe asked as he and Steve came into the living room holding groceries and what looked like a 


store bought cake, respectively. 


"| don't think so?" Sav said as he stepped on the shirt in the hopes it would soak up the mess quicker. The last 
thing he wanted was for someone else to finish the job and possibly find the surprise Rick had given him. 


“Alright. Well, when you're done cleaning up we need help bringing in the rest of the groceries." Instead of 
heading into the kitchen, Joe lingered, eyes locked onto his bandmate's crotch. 


“Something wrong?" Sav could tell where Joe's gaze was, but dared not to specifically call him out on it. 


"your pants are on backwards. Might wanna fix that before you go out" Rather than play twenty questions to 
find out why, Joe finally left to join Steve in the kitchen 


At least he didn't suspect anything. right? Sav quickly collected his shirt so he could toss it in the wash and 
make himself presentable. In his haste to leave his room he had nearly run into the boy-- man who had just 


taken his V-card. 


"Well, hello again," Rick chuckled as he gave Sav's ass a firm squeeze. Before slipping past he whispered a dirty 
little proposition into the bassist's ear, voice as sweet as sugar and seductive as a cat's purr. "I already know 
Joe's gonna take me out for my first taste of alcohol tonight, so if you're still interested, you should come 


home early with me. You offer to escort me home. They won't know a thing, so don't worry yourself” 


Sav could feel his heart skip a beat and a warmth blossom within the pit of his stomach. If what he had 


experienced not so long ago was mind blowing, then what else could Rick show him? He couldn't wait to find out. 


